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Although she had not expected to find Alec Nixon
at the stable, it seemed to her rather slack of him
not to have put in an appearance on the scene of such
an important crime before that. Now, perhaps it was
well he had not done so. Had he found the foot-
prints he, in duty bound, would inform M'Whizzle,
as his senior officer, of their existence. The almost
overwhelming impulse to tell even Alec was therefore
to be resisted.
She lifted the hutch bodily off the box on which
it reposed, moved the box along a few inches to cover
the foot-prints, and replaced the hutch.
She had completed this, and was engaged in the
delicate task of smoothing the dust on J:he floor
with a piece of bracken to conceal all traces of what
she had done, when footsteps sounded outside the
stable.
Dropping the-piece of bracken over the partition,
she struck a well-marked attitude of ease and awaited
the visitor.
It was Nixon. He also carried a hurricane lamp.
He looked surprised and, she fancied to her indigna-
tion, a shade disgusted to find her there.
" I thought I'd take time by the forelock and have
a quiet look round," he said, explaining his presence.
" You ought to have looked round first, instead of
worrying about time," Maud said. " I came here
half-an-liour ago. My mongoose is all right."
" It's lucky you didn't come earlier/' said Nixon.
"Why?"
" They might have taken you instead of the race-
horse."